'Pericles Prince of Eyre. 

Now to Afarina bend your mind. 

Whom our fail growing feeuemuft findc 
At Thayus,-ii\d by Chon fraind 
In Mulicks !ctters,who hath gaind 
Of education all the grace. 

Which makes hie both the art and place 
Ofgenerali wonder : but alacke 
That monitor Enuic oft the wrackc 
Of earned praile, Marinas life 
Seckc to take ofFby treafons knife, 

And in thiskinde, our Cleon hath 
One daughter and a full grownc wench, 

Euen right for marriage fight : this Maid 
Hight Philo ten : and it is laid 
For certainc in our rtorie, (hee 
Would eucrwith Marina bee. 

Beer when they weaude thededed hike, 

With fingers long, fmall,white as milke, 

Or when (he would with (harpe needle wound, 

The Cambricke which (he made more found 
By hurting it or when too'th Lure 
She fung,and made the night bed mute. 

That ftiil records with mone,or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen, 

Vaile to her Midrclfe Dian (till. 

This Phyloten contends in skill 

With abfolute PM arm a :(o 

The Doueof Paphos m ight wi th the crow 

Vic feathers white, Manna gets 

All prayles, which are paid as debts. 

And not as g.ucn, thisfodarkes 
Jn Phyloten A\ gracefull markes. 

That Cleons wife with Enuierare, 

A prelent murderer docs prepare 
F or good Marinaf. hat her daughter 

Might 


... ftrtcles TrtncecfTfre. 

Might ffandpecrlelto by this daughter# 

The fooner her vile thoughts to IteudJ 
Lt< honda our nurle is dead. 

And curfed Dtomza hath 

The pregnant inltoumentof wrath. 

Prcft for this blow, the vnbome cuent, 

I doe commend to your content, 

Onely I carried winged Time, 

Pod one the lame fecte of my rime. 

Which ncuer could I fo conuey, 
ynledcyour thoughts went on my way, 

DionttM docs appeare, 

With Leonine i murthcrer. Exit, 

Enter ttionixa, with Leonine . 

Dion. Thy oath remember, thou haft Iworne to doo't, 
tisbuta biowe which neuer (hall bee knowne , thou 
canft not doe a thing in the worlde lo foone to ycclde 
thee lb much profte : let not conlcience which is but 
cold,in flaming, thyloue bofome,’cnfiame toonicelie, 
nor let pittie which euen women haue call off, melt thee, 
but beafould.crto thy purpole. 

Leon, I will dco r,bur yet flic is a goodly creature, 

Dion, The fitter then the Gods fhould haue her. 

Here (becomes weeping lor her onely Miftrcilc death, 
Thou art relblude. 

Leon. I am refolude. 

Enter Marina with a Basinet ofJlotveT-r. 

A'fan. No : I will rob Telltss of her wcede to ftrowe 
thy greenc with Flowers, the ydIowes,blewes, the purple 
Violcts^and Marigolds, dial! as a Carpet hang vpon rhy 
graue, while Sommer dayes dothlaft:Ayc mepoorcmaid, 
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